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2016-   To THE COUNTESS OF UPPEE OSSORY.

Berkeley Square, Jan. 8, 1780.

THOUGH I am always afraid of writing too often (however
contradictory my practice may be), especially when I have
nothing to tell you, Madam, still it is impossible not to
thank you for Mr, Fitzpatrick's verses, which are written
with the ease of his common conversation, and in which
the rhymes seem the most proper words that could have
been chosen to express his thoughts; the reverse of which
is generally the case. The progress of cold and hot fits
in female education are as naturally described; and your
Ladyship must allow, that if morality may disapprove,
truth, who is less a party woman, must give her imprimatur
to the contents; and therefore I cannot conceive why the
author should be shy of letting his poem be seen. As
Hacduff says,

He has no children!

I have been out to take the air, and am going to Strawberry
for a d*ay or two to season myself, before I return into a bit
of the world, into which I shall step as reluctantly and
timidly as a boy into cold water. I am so demolished,
decayed, and so nervous, that the clapping of a door makes
me quiver like a poplar. My spirits, if I did not struggle,
are disposed to sympathize with my nerves; but I think
while one has any sense left, one may keep one's mind
under government.

I do not agree, I confess, with our Lord and his brother
about Ireland. The present calm may, perhaps, not be
very permanent, that is, when the people shall find that
trade does not enrich in a year or two, like a voyage to
the East Indies. But as it is my opinion, that, except on
accidental tumults, the people never have any strong opera-                                     tor and Dean of Westminster.
